FEET OF CLAY

"That's the Chateau/3 said the Marquis.

His finger slowly crossed the park, followed a groove, the Paris road,
moved over the woods and stopped at a clearing.

"Good, here we are at Chene-Brule," continued the Marquis. "What
then, Laverdure?"

"In accordance with Monsieur le Marquis's orders/' began the
huntsman, " I went to where the stag was harboured at eleven o'clock.
He broke cover at once and jumped the New Ride.*'
The forefinger moved slightly to the right.
"The New Ride," the blind man repeated for his own benefit.
"Then the Ladies' Ride, where the Captain told me which way he'd
gone, which was most useful/' said Laverdure, turning to the officer. "I
could see at once that the Captain knows what he's about in the hunt-
ing field/5 he added, wishing to please. "A great black-horned twelve-
pointer, as best I could judge. I blew the 'gone away'."
"What Captain?" interrupted the Marquis.
"Captain De Voos, Uncle; he's here," Jacqueline intervened.
"What, the one who was here a little while ago?   Good, go on,
Laverdure."

The old man's expression was excited; mounting blood had turned
his face red, flowing into the wrinkles, the pockets, the ravines, the
brown blotches, the sinuous and projecting arteries; his nostrils were
quivering with scents he alone could smell, mushrooms and moss, loam
and horses' sweat.

Urbain de La Monnerie was enjoying one of the only two hours in
the week, between autumn and the end of April, that still made him
feel he was alive. After that came the hollow months, "which
the idiots call the holiday season," during which he would doze within
his dead pearl, awaiting the opening meets of next October. If, between
now and then .. .

His hand had begun moving again, following the hunt as the hunts-
man related it. The blind man spared them nothing. He was pressing
this last fruit of winter, with its taste of woodsmoke, to the very pulp.
It was all that life had left him.

He wanted to know which hound had found the line after the check
in the field beyond Neufosse Wood, how far ahead of the pack
the stag was running, whether Laverdure had got a view of it, and
whether the slot was already splayed like a hunted stag's.

Whether the stag were running or doubling, the Marquis was in full
cry behind it. By means of his hands and fingers he crossed thousands
of acres of country. His quivering fingertips moved down into valleys,
leapt hills and transmitted to him the silent surface of a green ride, the
flying countryside beneath a horse's galloping hooves, the splash at a
stream's ford. He heard the music of his hounds; rising slightly in his
stirrups, he seized his horn to sound the "gone away" or the drawing
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